- © N 
E 
O 
8 
4 5 O 
ky 2% 
tb, 2 
E I a 
©0 2 N 
wy N 
1 * © 
_ D = 
ea — © 
Hl 3 2 
o « 3 © 
N - 
= 8 © 
5 I '@ 
TI 
* 8 © 
8 * 
O 
= 
= 


8 
8 


* > 8 


* "SL RS 8 oY — 2 2 F * * - 
F I” * . _— — * A y , = . 7 * 1 4 
E: 4 - Fe: ; . PI * 2 * * 


mated a * a 
Fn * r Sr S RT.” as 9 * — 
7 5 8 55 ft * 2 Croat... A * Ne 8 FBS SE * > . p13 >= hey * 


* Fe - „ » - . 

PR "= « : 8 , * 93 * * 

—— — — PAPA ä ( ** 6— A. — * n n 2 » ä —_ mY — — — — ä—ũ— — — — — 4.4, 
_ * 6 . * & Or es tend * . - ed * * 28 - _— ho * — 


% SATURDAY NOON, &c. 
p \. now, ye Critics, high and low, 
7 Ye that life's varied ſcenes well know ; 
f ; Whether in youth, or in our dotage, 
, In ſplendid rooms or in a cottage ; 
5 Or in the middle ſpace between, 
That true content is moſtly ſeen ; 
Say, if your philoſophic rules, 
And fuſty jargon of the ſchools, 
Can ills prevent in every ſtation, 
In every trade and occupation ? 
No, ſearch thro' the world, you ſtill will find, 
Some woe to plague the human mind. 
If, therefore, none can ward the blow, 
But all muſt taſte of human woe; 
What's to be done, in life's ſhort ſpan; 
But mak't as chearful as we can; | 
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44) 
Since neither wealth nor ſenſe refin'd, 
Can oft compoſe the human mind. 


To prove this doctrine to be juſt, 
And that the chearful ſoul may boaſt, 
Let but your eyes and cars have play, 
In Gateſide on a market day. 
Where Bob from working in the dark, 
Has juſt thrown off his old Pit ſarꝶ; 
And ſpowly ſays, without a frown, 
Come, Hinney, lets away to town. 
Thelr's your new coat, it's vaſtly neat, 
Let's go and buy a piece of meat; 

And look now, Bob, you plainly ſee, 
This fortnight paſt I've had no tea; 


Beſides, your daughter wants a gown, 


And Geordy wants a pair of ſhun, 


Whiſht wife, I wiſh you'd ſtop your din, 


And next gang fetch a dram of gin; 
Then you ſhall ſce I will right ſoon, by 
Step forward with you into town; 
When juſt fo far as all our caſh, 

Fll give to ſtop your il|-timed daſh, 
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Except 


"FOB" 
Except a ſhilling, which Ill keep 


To put my coal · duſt brains a-ſteep 3 


f And two-pence more I juſt muſt have, 
For Barber Jock- my face to ſhave. 9 
was this day · week he made me ſtare, 
5 Charged double price, and blam'd the war ” 
Þ But how the plague the Yankre's fray 
3 Should cauſe our beards juſt double pay, 
£ Is much beyond my will or {kill 
And greatly too againſt my will. 
3 „ N 4A N NM Y. 
1 Well, Hinney, are not ye blawn away, 
5 I dareſay ſuch a ſtormy day. 
b I'll ſtep into Becks and {up ſome keale, 
1 And get a jill of his warm yeal. 
3 There, I am ſure, I'll get ſome harber, 
3 And Robin make haſte fra“ the barber; 
For now they ſay, their's loads of fiſh, 
As cheap as you or me could wiſh; 
And truly, except a bit of haſh, 
I cannot ſay I'm fond of fleſh. : 


ROBIN. 


„%% ͤ | 
N O B I N. | 

| Well, Nanny, I near thy wiſh did baulk, 

| Yet fiſh to me is but empty talk ; 

| What does a haddick in a morning, 


Fut ſets yens appetite a ſcorning. 

Thou knows I near was deemed a glutton, 
Let give me ſtill a piece of muttong 
Wbere ye may cut and come again, 


At night when we gang weary hame. 


i A quarter of the beſt we'll buy, . 
1 A part of which this night we'll try. R 5 
l For Na anny it a goods my heart, 70 
| To ſee you take a chearſul part, 2 
| And on the twinea bit hang down, 4 

| At night when we cone baith fra town. 4 
For ſuppoſe J get a ſup of drink, 1 

| That ſets you in the dumps to think ; 4 
Vel ſtill a piege of meat at night, | 3 

| | | Scts a my a en aw to right. WEE F 


Well Robin, come your ſet to chatter, 


Peue let e crols the water, 
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And there's not yen that I do know, 


Keeps better meat than Morpeth Joe. 

And what is more and better ſtill, 

He gave us both laſt week a jill : 

Though truly it was mair than need, 

As a little thing runs in my head; 

And when we are here we are a ſee buiſſey. 


That ſma's the drop which turns me dizzey. 


o 
Well Nanny, preach up that dcftrins thro' the 
year, | 
There's nought comes np to Beck's beſt beer. 
But here indeed we muſt not flay, 
So come, let's up the Side, make way. | 
Good-morrow to you old friend Joe, 
Your ſtall caſts out a champion ſhow, 
As any in the place I have found, 
How ſell you mutton by the pound, 


DT 9 I I 
Here's one you ſee, that's made a bargain 


With me juſt now at four-pence farthing ; 
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But fince your baſket I mun fill, 


At four- pence juſt take what you will. 
And neither one joint nor another, 
* I would not bate to my owr brother. 
l ROBIN. 
Now Nan, what think ye, is not he harder, 
b This war plagues him like Jock the Barber. 
But yet I muſt fay this, its good, 
And we work for nought but claiths and food; 
With now and then a ſup of brown, 
To ſet the cares of life weal down. 
I hate to higgle like ſome hillyards, 
Pray guid a caſt upon your ſtillyards; 


There, give me change, and may I forge, 
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But you ſhall treat me at the George. 


— 


| That done we'll ſee what money's ſpar'd, 
And ſtraight we'll to the Caſtle-yard, 
For faith I'll not gang out of town 

Till I have Be/s a bit of gown ; 
This fniſh'd, and two ounce of tea, 
Il forthwith haim Dear Nan with thee. 


Tho' faith this minute I have ſeen, ES > . 
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| Our neighbour Clark of H arlogreen, 
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| 9 
Who ſays, if well come o'er with ſpeed, 
He'll give us a caſt from Gateſide head, 
Which well thou knows, is worth a jill, 
To ſet us quietly o'er the Fell. 
So now along the bridge we'll ſteer, 
And taſte a mug of Huntley's beer ; 
Till Tonimy to the hoſt-houſe come, 
And then altogether haim. 


NANMNY. 


O Robin, Tam grown quite lick, 
| Pray had my head, take up your pick ; 
Set by the baſket, ſtop your chatter, 
Step in here, let me make water. 
That little ſup we got with Joe, 
Has turn d my ſtomach topſey-to. 
And ule they fay is ſecond nature, 
171 could 'pue I'd ſoon be better, 


| N 0 B I . 
II that's the caſe here there's my fob, 
Take out a piece into your 3 Zob. 
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Set down the j Juice owt ore your haſs, 


And what ye wiſh will come to paſs, 
Then take a drink and never fear, 
For this is fine weal-taſted beer. 


Lets then your cloke about ye hap, 


In Huntley's yard een take a nap 3 


While I and two or three.neighbours mare, 


Will read the news about the war, 


Sine that is done you'll be quite ſnug, 


Come in by chance and taſte our mug, 
None will knaw that ye have n up, 
Or taſted aw this day a ſup, 


You'll lye as ſnug as in a mortar, 


But wuns here comes our Maiſter & ter. 


Good e'en Sir Lord, what a trim 

This laſt affair has put you in. 

Strainge, Maiſter, that ye can't reform, 
And neaver more ride o'er to Durham 
Amongſt theſe filthy grape-lain bitches, 
That's us'd ye worſe than twenty witches. 
Pray ſtay at heame, and on my life, 


 You's have a taſte of my ane wife. 
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Deel ſmaſh me if it is not wrang, 

To ſee you at this rate to gang. 

At iaſt dear Maiſter take to thought, 

And ruin not your health for nought, 
Surgeon they ſay was vaſtly tender, 
Or faith they talk you'd loſt your member, 


f 
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r. 
Fie Robin, ſtop y our ill- timed chatter, 
Step in and mention not this matter. 
We will baith fit down beſide the jack, 


And laſs, gang fetch two jills of rack. 


R O B T1 N. 


"Rack Maiſter, what the plague i is this, 
Be-Chriſt it is not far amiſs. 


is this ſome ſtuff ye get from far, 


That pays ne duty to the war. 
There's nought J buy but what is double, 
Since we began this curſed hobble. 


And faithT lometimes hugely fear, 
Not lang at four-pence we'll get beer, 


8 obs 8 N « E R. 


Well, Robin, dinna * but ſpare 
A trifle to ſupport the war. 


| Theſe louzy French we muſt be at 'em, 3 
| Since ſtill we have our old friend Chatham; q 


Who will our ancient rights mentain, 


| 
' Againſt the power of France and Spain. 
| R OBI N. = 


E. 
ö | . True, Maiſter, that may aw be right, 
I diana doubt we ſtill can fight. 
| Tax and fight on I dinna care, 

Keep but fra taxing mair our beer. 
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Or this good thing ye call your rack, _ Fi 


(| That puts the pain quite. fra my back ; 
Which if you will but me believe, 
Lf Has broke my reſt ſince Chriſtmas eve, 


WAI ne ERNST STOR. Sole, Be 


11 Therefore laſs, hear gang in a triſte, 
| j Let 8 have the other glaſs be Chriſt. 

| For if pot and ladle's both to fe, 

We Il have a jill a yence a week. 


al But now here comes my poor auld wite, 


Fhax lang we me has jug'd thro' life; 


To- 
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To-day ſhe took ſo ill at noon, 

I thou ht her thread of life was done. 

And if ſhe had not ſpued and 100n, 

Deel ſmaſh me but her day was come. 4 
Tho' if ſhe had gain I ne'er wad ſeen 

Her like again with my twe cen; 

For roaſt or boiled, or weal ſauced butter, 

On Tyne or Wear there's not her better. 

Come Nanny, here 5 a thing like ſack 11 
Our Maiſter ſays, they call it r. | 


You need not taſte it in a fright, JC YI 


>”: 


Drink t up, for faith its put me aw to right. 
A bottle on t we'll have, it is no o frolic, 

Take hame with care to keep fra thou the ue | 
And when the pain at nights comes in my back, 


We have a ſomething when we © have this rack, 


N 4 „ 
well, Robin, come if ye be pleas'd, 
Let now ſtep hame I'm fine'y cn d. 
And hinney, if ye drink mair rac + 
I'm ſure like me it will make you ck. 


We 
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We are not us'd to ſu h fine geer, 


Our ſtaff of life is good brown beer. 
If ye again your glaſſes fill, 
We may make our beds on Sheriff mill; 


Or ſomewhere near poor Haſlet's tree, 


Which oft has ſhelter'd you and me, 
Thou knows I ne'er did thee deſert, 


Nor from thy ſide I neer will part. 


It's ſixtcen years ſince I was wed, 
And broughta maiden to thy bed, 


My Bible oath I well can take, 


In death I'll only tee forſake. 

Nay if our prieſt on Chowden- fell, 
Who flays me with the pains of Hell; 
Yet fays that people who are good, 
That gives to prieſts their daily food, 


To them a power is always given, 


For man and wife to meet in Heaven, 


On Sunday 1 he makes this clear, 


As fure as this i Huntley's beer, 


Whatever in the town we have got, 


He's have the beſt that's in our pot, 


ſ 
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R031 MN, 
 Hey-dey, be-Chriſt what's aw this rant, 
When got you that religious cant; 


The next thingye will pawn your gown, 
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But take my word if ere I fee, 


47 


Theſe raſcals come to preach with me, 

Or in their Jewiſh canting way, 

1 In my aſs · nook ſit down to pray ; 
Be-Chriſt as ſure as I'm a ſinner, 

I'll ſet them haim without a dinner. 


* H A N N F. 

1 O Robin, let your talk keep pace 
1 With reaſon and the gift of grace ; ; 

Z? Thou knows when was long bed-rid 
| With drink we got at Gateſide-head ; 


When aw my bairns around me fat, 


Nay thou and aw fat down and grat. 
F Yet nought could ere my fears diſpel, 


Till our good prieſt came fra the Fell, 
And of our mutton eat a piece, 


Then cheer'd me with his ſaving grace, 2 
* Which 


1; We'll ſoon be at the two mile ſtone. 


8 | (.-16 ) 


Which after two or three drams I'd given, 5 
He raĩs d my ſpirits up to Heaven; 

Said if I'd oft come down the fell, 

I might defie the imps of Hell. : 


And Robin, now, though we are late, 


And hardly fir to ſteer our gate, 
Yet if you'l not his preaching blame; 


Take you my word we'll get weel hame, 


#03 1 N. 


Hame, deel ſmaſh his brains could e'cr he, 


| With * 2 aw his rank hypocriſy, 


Help me to ride our auld Pit Crooke, 
Or ſet me paſt the Windy-Nook : 


No, Nanny, their humbug is to me a farce, 


Your Lov! fell prieſt's may kiſs my arſe ; 
And yet that word might be forbidden, 
For faith I muſt gang to the midden ; 


Where are we now, Nanu, why at this rate 


Me are ſurely, through the Turnpike gate. 


| N A N N Y. 
Yes, hinney, if you'l but come on, 
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(7) 
R 0 B 1 N. 
Smaſh wife, but forgot to aſk it, 
Pray is aw right within our baſket ; 


For now my brain begins to clear, 
I find a curſed ſtink full near. 
NANNY. 
Well Robin thou will never ſtent, 
But at our prieſts for cer rant: 
Their's times when Saten's power bewitches, 
In ſhort, dear Bob, you've ſh—t your bricches 
But cone let's off th: way unſeen, 
And I will try to make them clean. 
Rt 0.3 I N. 
O Nan, I find I'm curſed drunk, 
For I can ncither fart nor funk; 
Was [ but fairly once at baim, 
III never dam thy prieſt again, 
And may Old Harry ſtrike me dum, 
If cre I ſtop you fra' the room; 
For whatis aw the warld's great treaſure 


When we can't hold our belly meaſure ; 
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If I was once ſet down at haim, 

Tl not be drunk this year io come: 
But ſnug betwixt thy thigh. LI ay: 
Work all the night and {ep the diy; 


a. 


- calling courſe, I'll with good morrow, 


And quic this life of drink and ſorrow; 
Tu put my ſavings in a club, 

That when I'm gain, will do thce good. 

Or leaſt our lad ſhould be a fool, 

It will put him two or three year to ſchool: 
When by the yea”, or month. or week, 
Our Gcorge in time, may ſpell the Greek, 
For Engliſh now he ſtands nee need. 


As well thou knows I've taine good heed : 
For father Heaven be his bed, 

That baith the laim'd anc lazy fed. 

Near grudg d to ſtint himſelf for beer, 


Provided I had but my laire; 


And faith my lad ſhall have his part, 
If I pawn'd out my beſt new lark. 
X.. 


| Well Robin, now, ſince you let reaſon guide, | 


Their“ $ ; nought ſhall harm you, while! m by your 


( 19 ) 
We baith you ſee, get whiles a ſup of drink, 
Yet that's nee reaſon but we ſometimes think; 


We are now nigh hame, we'll ina and have a 
chat, 


Off this goo] mutton, which is brave and fat: 
We will reaſon o'er what you have lately ſaid, 
And have a gill before we gang to bed. 


1 | 6 
1 Agreed dear Nan, let that be fat, 
But wonce let's caſte a dram of rack. 


N 4 N N T. 


O hinney, that ſpiritual (tuff 
Is not for carnel folks to quaff, 
Hear take a ſup, and in a triſte, 


Thlockeit by for our good prieſt; 


That oft's brought comfort to my breaſt, 

And ſet my conſcience aw to reſt ; 

Talks of the hidden man and evil, 

And well I know can lay the Devil. 
A #1 Mo 
Smaſh me, now Nan, if this be fare; 

L ſurely ought to have my ſhare, 

Beſides now when my Stomach's ill, 


Lau ſhould this nig aht give me a pill, 


fees } 


NM ANN 
O Ae] you have had enough, 


Of beer and rack and other (tuff ; 
For when you get beyond your plan, 


You are not more than half a man, 
And well you know it is no joke, 


Among rich and poor, with wedded folk, 


Thay are bound in duty to delight, 
And pleaſe their wives on market night. 
80 Robin III lay down the bed, 


A hint mair plain I near could aid. ; 
We'll toy and kiſs the time away, : 
And take our ſlecp till Sabba day, 1 
We then will tile with morning ſun, 1 
Breakfaſt 2d then to bed again; 1 
Where we will reſt till aſter ten, N 
Prepare to dine, then ſlecp again, 3 
And then to crown the afternoon, = 4 
Our George ſhall bring a lup of brown, 1 
3 
That done, we muſt our ſtomach' 8 ſpean 4 


By 850 we to town we forth again, 
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